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"You—don't—mind—do—you?—if I touch—your hand—
it'll make it easier—to tell you."
No-man had already raised his arm and rested his hand on
the curve of the soft limb that was nearest to him, across which
her skirt was tightly drawn, and, when her fingers closed over
his, his nervous shrinking became so acute that he gripped her
with the talons of a vulture.
"I heard," she whispered feverishly, leaning forward and
pressing her shoulder against his. "I heard what Jenny said
about you and me. I knew it was in her mind. I knew she's been
thinking of nothing but you and me ever since you first came to
Glymes."
Now that the first shock of the situation had ceased to startle
him Dud became so detached that his thoughts wandered
away altogether from the excited woman. They reverted again
to the difference between Uryen's mania for reaching the cos-
mic secret and the argument between Dumbell and Claudius
about the Past and the Future.
"Do you know," Mrs. Quirm continued, "what Jenny's
made up her mind about? That you and I are lovers! Can you
imagine such silliness? Yes, she's certain it began soon after
you first came." As Mrs. Quirm uttered these words she ac-
tually touched No-man's chin with the extreme tip of one of
her hot fingers.
Our friend bit his lip and stared into the empty grate which
was still shining with the vigorous blacking Jenny had given it
that morning, but into which, not content with this, she had
put a small pot of yellow musk.
"Of course I know we're nothing of the sort,*' 'Nancy went
on, dropping the hand she had raised, "but it's amusing, isn't
it, what people will say ? What I wished you'd said to Jenny
was that I'd been your mistress from the first day we met, from
that first All Souls' Day—No-man^
It gave our friend a very odd sensation to hear his name, a
name he had selected for its gaunt and grim taciturnity, used in a
manner like this, as if it were a synonym for "sweet chuck."
"But—my dear—you weren't?' murmured our friend calmly.
He was as a matter of fact a good deal less agitated than he
would have expected by all this. The agreeable problem slid
coldly into his mind as to whether it would give him any sort
of pleasure to pull her down on his knee.

